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Continuing 


MISSION WITH MEHER BABA: 
Part II—Darshan at Poona 


By LT. COL. F. P. GOLDNEY (Retired) 


In the evening, as usual, on Friday the 22nd March, I had the good 
company of Meherji for supper, and later, Ramjoo’s inexhaustible fund of 
absorbing anecdotes, but Baba had given instructions for my car to leave 
by 6 a.m. the following morning for Poona, and this meant a call at 4:30, 
so early bed-time had been directed. In addition, I had to examine Zephyr 
and try to ensure that she rose to the occasion on the morrow. Dr. Donkin, 
| who is the son of the senior partner in a very distinguished English firm 
yj of consulting engineers, had taken out the car and done splendid service 
in cleaning the engine, tightening bolts and nuts, and most valuable of all, 
securing the 12-volt battery; I owe him a debt of gratitude not easy to 
repay. Meherji’s chauffeur had also polished and cleaned Zephyr so she was 
not made to feel too much of a poor relation beside Baba’s big Chevrolet. 


One of the compensations for India’s hot weather is the ease with which 
anyone, even those like me, reluctant to get up in a cold climate, can rise 
at any hour of the night and quickly feel fully awake. At 4:30 the tem- 
perature was perfect and my nostrils were greeted with the scent of flowers 
and my ears with the songs of birds. Punctually at 6 a.m. I let in the clutch 
of Zephyr, with Gustadji beside me, whose smiling morning face was 
radiant, and behind me sat the cheerful Kishan Singh and Neigham. Pale 
tints were coloring the sky but dawn had not yet broken and for the first 
hour headlights were necessary. Time passed pleasantly with snatches of 
conversation, and soon we were well on our way to Poona, when shortly 
before 8, occurred one of those incidents which make motorists new to 
Indian roads realize how easily minor accidents can take place, despite the 
far lesser volume of traffic than in Europe. 


My car has a left-hand drive for Continental roads, and the tarmac 
width of the road is limited, with dusty lanes on each side. While passing 
a bullock cart, and wishing to avoid getting off the tarmac, I kept to the 
extreme left, but the buttock of the bullock gave a waggle, the cart 
lurched to the right and the axle buckled a mudguard and removed some 
paint. I was indeed thankful I had taken out a comprehensive insurance 
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policy... but the incident shows that only a “third party” risk in India 
is altogether inadequate. 


We duly arrived in Poona station about a quarter to nine, and found 
many Baba lovers already gathered outside, though Baba, whose car had 
started half an hour later, was not expected at the station, where the pro- 
cession was to start, before 9:45. 


I was introduced to a bewildering number of devotees of Baba and 


their freemasonry made me feel at once at ease with all. There was a hand- — 


some man, in whose house Baba stays in Bombay, and his beautiful wife, in 
a sari of such richness that the American adoption of this becoming gar- 
ment by some ladies is not surprising. I met a Squadron Leader in the 
Indian Air Force, who spoke about his Vampires; I also met professors, doc- 
tors, army officers, business men and Baba lovers in every walk of life. 
Later I met Mr. Kain, to whom J had spoken for a short time at Sakori. He 
cordially invited me to stay at his house in Delhi, and this can, it is hoped, 
be arranged later in the year. 


Time passed quickly in this way, and the band, in smart uniform, began — 


to gather in readiness for Baba, who was first to visit the family of: one of 
the mandali, in Poona. Most Baba lovers know that He was born in Poona 


in 1894 and educated at the Roman Catholic school there. Some, however, — 


may not know of St. Mira’s High School, founded by T. L. Vaswani, for 
whose special benefit Baba was giving darshan on this day. 


T. L. Vaswani is a Professor of English and History and a great scholar. 
He renounced all.to serve humanity and founded this most enlightened 
school, where barriers between religions are broken down among the girls 
and boys attending it, where the truths of all the great religions are 
taught and extracts from their scriptures read, and where character and 
compassion are held to be of greater worth than worldly fame and finan- 
cial gain. The magazine MIRA, East and West, edited monthly by Mr. 
Gangaram Sajandas, is on the highest level, with most articles written by 
T. L. Vaswani, the purity and poetry of whose English is the envy of all 
those aspiring to literary talent. His love for all animals is touching and he 
constantly lifts up his voice in their protection and aid. 


Crowds were now steadily increasing, and when Baba’s car arrived 
punctually, a great shout arose, which may for English-speaking Christians, 


im. 
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best be translated by “Hail, Meher Baba, Thou art the living Christ!” The 
mandali on this day had to use all their strength and experienced skill in 
handling unruly crowds. The car was already garlanded with choice flow- 
ers, and solemnly in procession, headed by the band, the car moved forward 
a: slow walking p2c2. 


My car followed behind at a decent distance and St. Mira’s High School, 
only a short distance away, was soon reached. Baba first sat with Vaswani 
in a private room, and the dear man’s emotion was so deep that he was 
altogether overcome. Baba lovingly comforted him and then He was 
borne high on a chair by strong and willing shoulders to the great hall. 
Here He was installed on the cushioned seat of honor on the dais, with 
Vaswani on His right close by. In the stone-flagged sanctuary hall sat so 
great a company of girls, with boys on the outskirts, that one marvelled 
at their number. Other ladies stood massed behind the pillars supporting 
the roof, and finally Baba graciously directed that way should be made 
for me to sit on the edge of the dais, my right hand almost touching His 
feet. Opposite sat Irene Conybeare with others on chairs at her side, and on 
the other edge of the dais, was the disciple who had encountered the snake 
cutside the temple, as previously related. 


A microphone was on the platform, and deeply moved, T. L. Vaswani, 
paid his heartfelt tribute to Baba in the following words: 

“Sisters and brothers, children of the One Divine Mother! 

“I speak in the presence of one whom his disciples in different parts 
regard as the ‘Ancient One.’ Am I wrong in regarding every one of you as 
Ancient,’ as a manifestation of the Eternal? Do I err if I say that every man 
and every woman and every child, every flower and every star that shines 
and every bird that sings,—every wave, and every particle of dust, is a 
vesture of the Ancient One? 


“So one truth which we teach in our Schools and our ‘Fellowship’ 
Circles is reverence for every teacher, for every student,—reverence for 
every human being,—reverence for the bird, and beast,—reverence for 
matter,—for all that is around us,—and reverence for the Divine within us. 


“For thirty years and more he who is in our midst today has borne 
witness to the truth, that there is something better than speech. That is 
ilence. It is, to my mind, the truth of truths. He has spoken to the world 
through silence. His witness to the ‘Kingdom of Silence’ went into my 
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heart, many years ago. In this age of noise, he has taught the truth:—Be 1 
silent! This truth was taught by the rishis of India in the long ago. This | 
truth was taught by that great rishi of Greece, Pythagoras; he built a — 
‘Brotherhood’; and the very first truth he taught them was:—'Be silent!” | 
In the Kingdom of Silence, indeed, we realize the unity of all men and we | 
realize the fellowship of all in love! 


“T have been impressed, too, with another truth in the life of beloved | 
Baba. He is a lover of the simple life. He is simple: and, therefore, he re- | 
joices in the company of the little ones. As he came here and saw the little | 
ones of the Mira Schools, his heart was filled with joy. Joy, indeed, is the 
name for ‘children.’ In the message which he passed on to us on coming ~ 
here, he said that it did his heart good to come in contact with the little | 
ones, the children of the Mira Schools. ; 


“There is a third thing, too, which I have noticed in regard to Meher | 
Baba,—the smile on his lips. A beautiful smile plays on his lips always. He | 
has suffered as, perhaps, not many have. He has experienced pain as not | 
many have. But there is always a beautiful smile playing upon his lips. 


“His silence, his simplicity, and his smile,—these are his three gifts to 4 
us: I bow down to him with love and humility in my heart. A Sufi teacher — 
. was asked:—-‘Why is there always a smile on your lips?’ He said: —‘My | 
mother blessed me!’ Beloved Baba’s spiritual mother blessed him: and | 


there is a beautiful smile on his face. He has blessed many hearts. He comes | 


here to bless the brothers and sisters of our ‘Fellowship’ this day. He comes — 
to bless the little ones of the Mira Schools. 


“May the Divine Mother bless you more and more, revered Baba! And 
may the benedictions of my Beloved shine/and shine and shine on you and — 
your mandali of bhaktas and devotees, for ever and ever more!” 


The principal of the school now got up and in resonant tones paid | 


homage to Baba, after which Baba directed that His message for the chil- 
dren should be read. This will be published in the book of Baba messages | 
coming out soon in America. i 


Darshan for the women was now begun, and there followed a surge of 


exuberant and irresistible devotion, without precedent in my previous — 
experience. During the speeches, many had regarded Baba with mute | 
adoration on their faces, of ineffable sublimity, the like of which is not 
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seen in the West .. . and at the signal, this torrent of damsels broke down 
all dams! 


Pukar, the itinerant disciple opposite me, and I and some others, joined 
hands to stem the tide from overwhelming Baba through sheer force of 
love, reinforced with garlands and embraces! I inwardly thanked Param- 
hansaji Yogananda for strengthening my muscles and enabling me to hold 


) fast with hands locked to Pukar. Sweat poured from our brows and we 
| were bowled on the floor, like forwards in a rugby football scrum, but we 
| enjoyed every minute. 


Eventually the pressure eased and Baba was borne outside to give prasad 


to the multitude, now gathered in thousands. The mandali fought man- 


fully to control the crowds, and when comparative order was soon re- 


stored, I sat watching the lines of lovers offering their wholehearted homage 


to Him, with intervals during which Hindu chants of rare beauty were 
sung. During one of these, a one-armed man approached me and asked if 
I were Scotch. Briefly explaining who I was, we fell into conversation, and 
I was able to supply him with information about Baba, whose photo from 
several angles he had already taken. His name was Professor Erhard Glitz, 
of Hildersheim, West Germany, and he was in India, studying the religious 
life and Indian ways, with a view to lecturing to German universities. Not 
following any orthodox religion, but having good will to all, he said he 
was receptive to truth, and had already formed the opinion that Indians 
were far more spiritual than people in the West. He put it in a terse and 
forceful way. something like this: “A few Western Christians think of 
religion sometimes by occasionally going to church on Sundays. The Hindu 
is religious every day of the week!” 


| I revealed to him the spiritual status of Baba, and added as I often do 
on such occasions, that I did not expect him to take my word for it, and 
indeed that it was quite impossible for him to understand unless and until 
he had studied Eastern metaphysics and spiritual science, contained in 
such books as “God Speaks.” In the end he gave me his address, and I 
gladly promised to write to him by the middle of April when’ he would be 
back in Germany, and also to send him a copy of Irene Conybeare’s “Civi- 
lization or Chaos?” and some of Baba’s messages. 


It was now nearly 3 p.m., the hour fixed for departure, and Baba left 
amidst the plaudits of thousands. Estimation of numbers on such occasions 
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is difficult. Next day the local paper gave the number as 10,000; but with 
virtually no publicity, it is amazing how the crowds collect, and still more 
because the vast majority are Baba-lovers, and not present from idle curi- 
osity or other reasons. 


As in all crowds in every country, there were a few budmashes trying 
to pick up what they could, and in the case of poor Meherji, it was a pair 
of shoes he had taken off on entering the hall. I, too, did the same, but was 


lucky! Next day Ramjoo warmly congratulated me on my promotion: the — 


local paper had reported as among those present, Lieutenant-General Golden 
from Denmark! 


The four occupants of our car now had hot tea with delicious bread 
and butter in an Indian cafe opposite Poona station; in my short time in 
India I have already learned that tea is the most refreshing, thirst-quench- 
ing of all drinks. We broke our journey again at a village on the way home 
and arrived at Pimpalgaon about 6:30, having twice stopped to give dar- 
shan to enthusiastic bands of lovers on the way home. Despite the pain He 
still suffers, the crush and the length of the day, Baba kept radiant through- 
out, but His muscles and limbs were aching and He rested little that night. 


Next day was Sunday, and I felt that rather than continue my typing — 
of this work, I could better prepare for it next day, by studying the Times — 
of India, and later the Gospel of St. John, which was the only portion of | 


the Christian Bible I was able to bring here due to weight. 


I read nearly the whole of the Gospel of St. John on Sunday afternoon, 
making notes of passages, as I felt that a comparison between the ministry 
of Jesus, recorded in this Gospel, would be instructive in the light of the 


strange scenes and sights that I had witnessed during the two unforgettable 


darshans of the past week. 


A volume could be written on this subject, and this is not the time or 
place for such a work, but a few parallels may perhaps be permitted. The | 
truth is that history is repeating itself in this age, on the eve of the Ava-_ 
taric manifestation, just as it did in the time of Jesus. People still want to 
see miracles before believing: ““Then said Jesus unto him, ‘Except ye see 


signs and wonders, ye will not believe’.” 


There is still controversy about Baba. “For some said, He is a good 


man, others said, Nay, but he deceiveth the people.” 
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The orthodox religious view, with few exceptions, is just the same now 
"as it was then, based on self-interest and fear of being discredited by the 
| Truth: “If we let him then alone, all men will believe on him; and the 
~ Romans shall come and take away both our place and nation.” For then, 
)as today, “A great multitude followed Him;”—‘And Jesus had compas- 
4 sion on the multitude.” 


I give one final example to show that human nature has not changed. 
An ardent Western disciple of Baba, who had done much valuable literary 
work for Him, wrote recently regretting that Baba’s devotees spent so 
» much money on garlands and gifts, which they could not afford, and that 
the money could be much better spent in giving to Baba’s fund. I con- 
i clude with the similar incident recorded in St. Mathew, Ch. 6,—when a 
woman poured precious ointment on the head of Jesus, as He sat at meat 
in the house of Simon the Leper. When the disciples remonstrated, saying 
| the ointment might have been sold and the money given to the poor, Jesus 
» said, “Why trouble ye the woman? For she has wrought a good work unto 
‘| me. For ye have the poor always with you, but me ye have not always. For 
in that she hath poured the ointment on my body, she did it for my burial. 
Verily I say unto you, wheresoever this gospel shall be preached in the 
+ whole world, there also this that the woman hath done, be told for a memo- 
rial of her.” 
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_A few quotes from MIRA Magazine, April, 1957, Issue: 


“March 23 (Saturday) was a red-letter day in the history of St. Mira’s 
| High School, for on this day Shri Meher Baba blessed the Institution with 
his holy presence . . . a wave of enthusiasm prevailed in the Sanctuary Hall 
_ of the School when Babaji entered, his holy countenance shining with mys- 
tic radiance and beaming with spiritual beauty. A wonderful smile played 
on his lips. Babaji was profusely garlanded by the students and teachers. 
The spacious Hall and the verandahs of the School Building were filled to 
capacity. Apart from hundreds of St. Mira’s students, thousands of people 
—including brothers and sisters of the ‘Fellowship Circle,’ had assembled 
to have Babaji’s darshan. . . . An inspiring item of the program was the 


distribution of ‘prasad’ which the students were privileged to receive from 
| Babaji’s holy hands. . 


“The parting scene was touching. Sri Vaswaniji and Babaji embraced 
_ each other. It was a sight for Gods to see. Indeed, the sweet, sacred memo- 


of 


ries of Beloved Babaji’s visit to St. Mira’s will not be easily effaced from 
the tablets of the hearts of our students and teachers. And may the shining | 
life of Babaji be an abiding inspiration to the youth of the world!” . 


INVOCATION 


Mandirs and Masjids, temples and mosques, 
And churches in the East and West 
Conceal Thy Face,— 

O First and only Fair. 


For Thou art Love incarnate iW 
And Thou dwellest in the heart! > 
To Thee J turn my heart 


And pray: lead me to Thyself! / 
4 
Thou art my Buddhi, mind. i, 
Thou art my heart and will, | ‘ 
My Light and Joy, 4 
My Divine Destiny, | 


And Thou art my bhakti, 
My devotion supreme! 


eupceenmeedb sabe 


Teach me to cast aside 
All pride of action, 

And in Thy pure service 
Pure Nothing be! 


Teach me how I may receive 
In silence the gift from Thee, 
O Silent One! 


And as I gaze in silence at the Evening Star, 
And in silence walk through the night, 
Teach my heart in silence still 
To sing at Thy Lotus feet; 
To sing and like the candle which burns at night 
But goeth out at dawn, 
In silence at Thy Feet 
Expire! 
Dapa (T. L. Vaswani) 


' THE PRESS MEETS AN AVATAR 


f 


“What is the reason for your visit?’ Baba was asked at a scheduled 
press conference. He smiled, looked to the ceiling and gestured gracefully. 


_ ‘Ihave been repeatedly telling that God is the only reality. God is in every 
one. Baba says, every one should love God. Your love for God should be 
~ so much that you see Him in each and all,’ his secretary replies.” 


—The Washington Evening Star, July 31st, 1956 
wv 


“Selfishness is the primary cause of wars. It must be replaced by self- 


lessness to have world peace,’ he told the News in a rare statement.” 


—The Washington News, July 31st, 1956 
we 


“Meher Baba made signs and Adi K. Irani interpreted: ‘I have come to 
awaken people to the one God, one humanity, one brotherhood. I have not 


"| come to teach a new religion, but revitalize the existing ones’.” 


—Sydney, Australia, paper, August, 1956 
oi 


“As the Citizen-News photographer took his picture, Baba, clad in 


| loose-fitting Indian garments, gestured, ‘God does not listen to words, 


rites and rituals. He pays heed to the language of the heart’.” 
—Citizen-News, Los Angeles, August 1, 1956 
x 


“Meeting the press in his Roosevelt Hotel suite, he answered a query— 
‘What message does he have to our world and our times?’ thus: ‘Philoso- 
phers, atheists and others may affirm or refute the existence of God. But as 
long as they do not deny their very existence, they continue to testify 
their belief in God. God is existence, eternal and infinite. He is everything. 
The only one aim in the life of man is to attain unity with God’.” 


—Los Angeles Times, August 1, 1956 
Ww 


“The Master . . . signalled to the several dozen reporters sitting before 
him: ‘When I break my silence, the world will come to know whom the 
world is waiting for.’ He parried a question on the number of his followers 
with this retort: ‘Do you know how many hairs are on your head?’ ” 

—New York World-Telegram, July 24, 1956 
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A LETTER FROM ADI 
Dear Mr. 


te = = 
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Your letter dated September 8 has just reached me. The main impres- 
sion on me of your resume was the deep and sincere “‘searching” of your 
soul towards the higher. As Baba is now in seclusion again and neither sees 
people nor answers questions, it was not possible for me to present your 
statement to Him. However, in the light of our understanding, absorbed _ 
during the many years’ stay with Him, I feel I can attempt to give an 
answer. I cannet promise it will be satisfactory, for at best our knowledge — 
is derived second-hand from proximity to Him Who is the very Source, — i 
but at least I can make a sincere effort—though you will be the first to 
agree how difficult it is to express in words that which is so much more 
effortlessly understood by the heart! i 


You are right when you say the written word is sadly insufficient. In 
Baba’s own words, He has come “not to teach, but to awaken.” In His 
supreme knowledge, He tells us ‘‘anything intellectually comprehensible 

.can never touch the fringe of Reality.” But man, today highly evolved 
intellectually, particularly in the West, is hungry for an “explanation” 
to everything, even that which can only be given to us through actual — 
experience. It is for this that Baba, in His mercy (which His very name, | 
Meher, signifies), explains to us at times in discourses and words, bringing © 
the Un-understandable within some measure of our intellectual grasp, at | 
least as far as it can possibly be thus comprehended. In His words printed } 
in the recently published “God Speaks,” He has done this, helping us to } 
better know the entire pattern of the necessary illusion called Creation, | 
with colored charts than can be easily understood. . 


One thing we have understood very clearly from, Baba is the deep and) 
fundamental difference between the values of ‘‘spiritualism” and ‘ ‘spittaaa 
ity.” The “paranormal phenomena” you refer to is of the former, and of | 
little value in bringing man to his one and only goal—God- -Realization. 
Spiritualism is not the kindergarten of spirituality, it is a different subject } 
altogether, Man’s innate love of the phenomenal drives his seeking mind to- 

wards a channel that is not necessary for the Path of spirituality he must } 
ultimately enter, and indeed may result to his detriment if caught up im) | 
self -delusion. | 
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Proving the “abnormal” to the “normal” mind—what would it prove? 
Replacing blue-colored glasses with green-colored glasses (to use a simile) 
would not bring man nearer to his object, which, from the truly spiritual 
point of view is to see with the factual vision of his own naked eyes. Ad- 
mittedly, the former is more spectacular, hence the pull towards it. A 
yogi, on the lower planes, performing a “miracle,” will soon draw crowds; 
whereas a Perfect Master, supreme in His Godhood, will gather a few re- 
ceptive souls who are brave enough to plunge into the self-denying life of 
complete surrender and obedience to Him. The miracle of the yogi will 
attract, but the love for a Perfect Master will benefit. Kabir says: 


“One second,—half a second—spent in the company of a Perfect Mas- 
ter will abolish crores of sanskaras that bind you to illusion.” 


The Avatars work and manifest according to the trend and receptive- 
ness of the people of the age during which they manifest. Christ performed 
miracles because it was the best means suited for the people of that time, 
and because His physical life in manifestation was short. Avatars and 
Perfect Masters never perform miracles for the satisfaction of our thirst 
or curiosity for a miracle in itself—doing so would encourage in man a 
deceptively important value and attachment to it, which would be yet 
another binding in the vast illusion of creation. On the contrary, Perfect 
Masters warn us of the unimportant attachment and false values of mira- 
cles, for they wish to “free” us from any and all illusions. 


Baba tells us miracles are as a toy given to a wayward child when 
needed, to coax it towards a more pliable response for its guidance in doing 
a difficult thing; but surely, in our enlightened age, we are ready for more 
than “toys,” ready through the hard way, to attain to the realization of 
the Self! The daily “miracle” we see Baba performing is the change in the 
lives of so many who love Him, and such inner transformation and awak- 


ening that we witness cannot be reached or surpassed by an outward “phe- 
nomenal demonstration.” 


Baba says: “I perform no miracles and will perform none; until I 
manifest on breaking My outward silence. Then I will perform the One 
and Only Miracle, whose greatness and glory you can not even imagine, 
and which will benefit not only those around Me, but the whole world 
—each and every being in consciousness.” . . . and, “The moment I 
break My silence and utter that original Word, the first and last miracle 
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of Baba in this life will be performed. When I perform that Miracle, I 
won't raise the dead; but I will make those who live for the world, dead 
to the world and live in God. I won’t give sight to the blind, but will 
make people blind to illusion and make them see God as Reality.” 
May we be ready and receptive to this Miracle of the Soul. 
Adi K. Irani 
+ * + 
Continuing ... 


JOURNEY OF THE HEART 


Meher Baba’s American Visit, July-August, 1956 
By Filis Frederick 
Thursday, July 26 


After supper, on the screened verandah overlooking the lake where an 
enormous full moon was rising through the summer night, we gathered 
around Adi Irani, Baba’s long-time disciple, to ask him questions. We 
kept him at it for three hours! One of the first was, “Why do Baba’s 
fingers move as they do?” As described earlier in this diary, Adi replied 
‘they are not a code or message exactly but apparently the bodily reaction 
when Baba is working hard on inner planes. 


Another question, put by Dana Field, was about samadhi. Adi replied — 
| 
there are four different states of samadhi and that Baba says it is not | 


practical, as it is a temporary escape; and it also creates sanskaric bind- 
ings. When a person comes down and cannot bring back that peaceful- 


ness, he may seek it through sensual pleasures. That is why Baba says, “I — 


value that which never leaves you’’ —i.e., the real thing, Adi told us. 
He also gave us some amusing highlights on the New Life—especially the 
donkeys who would not budge, until the women mandali thought of plac- 


ing burdens on their backs; then they would move! The conversation 


turned to “God Speaks,” and Adi told us that in 1922 and again in 1924 


Baba stated “I will give you intellectual conviction one day; I will con-— 
vince you intellectually so much that you won’t have to ask a single — 
question,” a statement Adi feels sure referred to this great book. Of course, J 
Adi added that intellectual knowledge is not the same as experience, but | 


nevertheless, Baba’s book, with its clear-cut categories and classifications 
of spiritual states, has cleared up many spiritual points, even in India. 


Someday, when we have more space, we would like to print the whole 
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transcript of this evening’s conversation taken on the tape by Mike Loftus. 
Friday, July 27 


Baba had an early breakfast, as the TV people were scheduled to ar- 
rive shortly. On the way over to our dining room, Baba asked if Adele, 
Bili, Beryl and I had written our letter yet to His women mandali, Mehera 
and Mani, in India. Again he stopped by the boathouse and asked if Harold 
Rudd had slept well, adding His characteristic “Are you happy? Keep 
happy!” and also told Virginia to eat well. 


On the schedule today were the dedication ceremonies of the Center. 
The Mayor of Myrtle Beach had been invited and the NBC-TV camera- 
men were to come from New York and photograph the proceedings for a 
national TV program. It was also “open day” for all those in the neigh- 
borhood to come for the Master’s darshan, and the fact had been pub- 
lished in the local papers. 


While we gathered near Baba by the traffic circle, someone handed me 
a wilted laurel garland, which I tried to repair hastily with the magenta 
oleander flowers near by and some birthday chrysanthemums from the 
barn. Soon we were following Baba to the barn. He stationed Margaret 
Craske and Agnes Barron at the front steps and they wrote down the 
names of all coming for darshan. Margaret was cautioned to tell each 
one, “I have a message for you from Baba. You are not to ask questions 
and there will be no private interviews today. Just accept Baba’s love 
and darshan.” Jean Shaw added that they should eat the prasad Baba 
would give them. 


At first, only a few were present, seated on chairs outside on the 
lawn, and Baba disappeared behind the barn for a while. Then He went 
‘in and sat down on the high-backed chair. We all queued up outside jn 
single file to receive the prasad—fruit or mints, As I crossed the long 
polished floor to His chair, He smiled at me in an amused way. Others 
told me afterwards He was imitating my swaying walk with His shoulders, 
I wasn’t conscious of it, but gazed at the black cherry in His out-stretched 
hand that glowed like a living heart. I felt Baba tug on my hand a little 
and I bent down and kissed His palm. Several others did the same, and 
one or two touched His “‘lotus feet.” 


As many more began to come, we stayed outside close to the railing 
and peered in at Baba, and when there was a lull, He would wave at us 
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or catch our eye, and seemed pleased at our concentration on Him. At 
one point, He called the four of us in to read our joint letter. He ad- 
monished Adele and Beryl for their portions and asked them to rewrite. 
He dictated the following to Adele for her section: 


“Baba is the Soul of souls, 
The Beloved of the Gods 
The Life of His lovers, 
And He is the Slave of His dear ones.” 


On her next try, however, Adele, instead of making this part of her 
own composition, as Baba wanted, she quoted Him; so again the Master 
asked her to rewrite it. As we all smiled, she looked very downcast. Then 
Baba said, “Don’t you know why I am doing all this? So you all have 
more chance to be near Me.’’ We four were alone with Him three times 
that morning, and the last time Baba called in Sylvia, making us five. 


Around 11, Baba came out on the porch and looked expectantly at 
me, Not really knowing what He wanted, I slipped the ragged garland 
over His head, saying, “The mayor was supposed to put this on You! 


- 
The mayor hadn’t come, being out of town, but the reporters had ar- 


rived to cover the dedication. Baba gave me an unfathomable smile, w hich 
I am still thinking about... . 


The Myrtle Beach Sun, the Myrtle Beach News and the Charleston — 


News and Couricr all interviewed and photographed Baba and later pub- 
lished excellent accounts of His darshan. One paper said 1,000 came but 
it was closer to 300, The Sum also interviewed Adi K. Irani as follows: 


“Explaining further, Irani said Baba’s visits to different places are al- 
ways associated with spiritual significance that has a bearing on world 


events. ‘He is not in politics at all; but is working spiritually. He has not — 
come to establish any new churches, but to propagate one God and one — 
brotherhood. He has come to revitalize all religions. His principles are — 


universal. He does not interfere with any religion, but on the other hand, 


helps people of all religions rise above the mundane. He is concerned with . 


the human heart and God.’ 


“With no sense of resignation but as a simple statement of facts, — 
Irani said of his service for Baba, ‘We live a celibate life, a great moral — 


’ 99 


and disciplined life which Baba insists all those near Him live. 
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Baba returned to the barn and a few more came in before we all ad- 
journed for lunch. After our usual al fresco repast, by 1:30 we were all 
foregathered in the compound outside the Guest House as Baba sat in 
the shade of the rose-covered fence. He asked for Ben Hayman. Mike 
Loftus, crouched beside Baba as usual with his portable recorder, volun- 
teered to look for him, but fidgeted at leaving his precious bag. He asked 
Dick to watch it; then Baba said jokingly to Dick, 


“What about Me? If you are not watchful, I will pinch it. I am the 
Universal Thief. I steal the hearts of all!” 


His audience loved this—most of whose hearts were already “pinched.” 
When Ben appeared, Eruch said, “Ben, Baba wanted you three times this 
morning!” 


Baba continued: “All those who love Me have gone crazy! No doubt 
the sun is affecting the brain! Margaret was there in the barn requesting 
all the visitors not to waste time by asking Me questions. So after she 
must have said this to about 200 or 300 people, I just warned her, say- 
ing, ‘Margaret, if you continue to say six sentences to them, you will 
have a sore throat . . . so try to keep lozenges just to soothe your throat.’ 
Bili must have heard this and thought I had a sore throat, and she had 
better get Me some lozenges. So she informed ISMityieey andi bmencyye is)” 


(It was a fact that Bili had run back to the kitchen and asked Kitty 
if there were any lozenges. Someone ran for a pack in their cabin, and 
Energy, on her trip to town, brought back six packets. At lunch, Kitty 
asked Baba how His throat was and the whole story came out. ) 


“That does not mean that I cannot have a sore throat. I do have sore 
throats,” Baba continued, “I do have colds. I am susceptible to all the 
ailments. Universal suffering I take on Myself, but at this moment I am 
not suffering.” 


“This morning Mrs. Duce and Don Stevens told Me, ‘Baba, try to 
be ready at 12:30 because the T'V program is arranged, and You will be 
wanted at 12:30.’ After leaving the barn, I walked the distance to My 
house, and after a hasty lunch there, I returned to be here at exactly 12:30. 
Now it is 1:30, and there is no sign of either Don Stevens or the television 
people or Ivy Duce!” 


Mrs. Duce stepped forward and said, “I’m here.” 
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Baba went on: “At 2:30 I will be in the barn, because people will — 
be there. Elizabeth tells me it is published in the paper that I will give — 
audience from 2:30 onwards. Kitty told me, ‘Baba, please don’t go there — 
because the television program begins from here.’ Now I just ask you | 
all whether I should stay here! I want your answer. Mrs. Duce, what should 
I do now?” 


Ben Hayman then interjected, “You might as well leave it to her, it ~ 
will be that way anyhow!” At which we all dissolved into laughter. Baba ~ 
was enjoying His old game of pulling everyone’s leg a bit. 


Mrs. Duce solemnly said, “Baba, what is Your will in me to say?” 


Baba beckoned her to speak up and she said: “Well, it’s not yet 2:30. | 


You can wait until that time.” There followed more discussion between | 


Baba, Elizabeth and Ivy about what Baba should do when the TV people ~ 
arrived. Finally, Ivy said, “Baba, why don’t you do what you please until — 
2:30 and see what happens in the meantime?” 


To which the Master replied: “I will do what I want. I will never — 
listen to anyone, It has been My habit, My ages-old habit,—I do what — 
I know is best for you all. I will never listen to any suggestions. Whatever _ 
is best for you all, I do, because I know.” 


“You may disperse now, but don’t go out for a swim. Who was on — 
the beach just before lunch? Did anyone go out swimming?” 


Christine Weiss spoke up that she had gone swimming alone. I be- 
lieve Baba had said we should always go to the beach in a group, not — 
alone. As some began to leave, Baba called us back and said He had heard 
it rumoured that He had sent Mahdah Love home; He now wanted Bili — 
to read the notes of explanation He had dictated. In them Baba explained 
that on July 26, Mahdah Love had come all the way from Florida to see 
Baba, who embraced her and told her that He loved her and she had a | 
geod heart. She said that Baba had helped her very much since she met — 
Him in 1952. She was also very happy to know that Sant Kirpal Singh, — 
now 62, had come all the way from Delhi to Satara in the extreme heat © 


to take Baba’s darshan and she thought it significant. Baba replied He J] 


loved Kirpal Singh very much, that He, Baba, was the Lord of the Uni- 
verse and all the saints were His children. He added that just as Kirpal 
had gone directly back to Delhi after seeing Baba, so she, Mahdah, should _ 
do the same and return to Georgia, and she agreed. When she questioned 
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Baba if He would return to Myrtle Beach, He replied, “It all depends on 
My wishes. I might come here in future and stay for a longer time.” 


After these notes were read out by Bili and copies given to all 
'present, Baba went on in jest: ““There’s this trouble about ‘an old man of 
162!’ So, if Kirpal Singh is 62, and can be called an old man, then I should 
be called an old man also!” 

, 
! 


Laughter . . . someone called, “Baba is 63 years young,” to which He 
, replied, “I am very ancient. I am the Ancient One.” 


_ He turned then to Doctor Hayman and said, “Ben, you and I are 
i young!” 


No TV men of course, had yet arrived, so we followed the Master 

‘over to the reception barn. He drove over in the car, and some followed 

Hit that road and were late in entering the barn. The skies threatened rain and 
Baba invited everyone into the barn. 


q 
| During a lull, the Beloved again asked Adele and Beryl to read their 
"parts of the letter to Him—at last the Perfect One was perfectly satisfied! 


| The skies overhead began to darken, and as no TV men had yet ap- 
Feared, Baba instructed Charmian to drive to the airport and wait for 
Benen there, and asked Mrs. Duce, in another car, to alternately remain 
posted at the gateway to the Center for 15 minutes and then for 15 
/ minutes at the barn. Don Stevens had been trying all morning to get 
Mr. Carvalho on the phone in Washington to learn what had happened 
to them all. Actually, they had some hair-raising misadventures. Due to 
BF se trouble at the Washington airport, their plane was cancelled and 
) Bernie Carvalho contacted 26 private companies before he found one which 
/ would loan him a small private plane. The TV men had to abandon most 
of their heavy equipment and flew through the very worst of the storm 
on the way to Myrtle Beach, Bernie, an air force pilot with over 200 mis- 
) sions to his credit, took over the controls himself, in rugged determination 
_ to get through. Baba’s words to Ivy Duce early that morning had come 
‘true. He had told her, in regard to the TV program filming, that He 
would either make it go smoothly, or “put some friction into it.” 


While we waited, Baba “talked” to us informally as we sat about 
' Him in a circle on chairs and on the floor. He said: 
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“J want you all to listen very carefully to what I say. It appears se 
simple, yet it is so very important for My lovers. To love Me is to le] 
yourself in Me, and to find Me as your own Self is to leave all your | 
pleasures and pains to Me. What does that mean?” 


A femiine voice answered, “Very simple—just leave everything 
Baba!” 


“Everythmg!” Baba emphasized. And—zemain happy! Leave you 


not only say, but feci—'l leave all this to Baba. It is His wish, it is 
pleasure.” 

“Kabir said 2 nice thing. This morning when I was strolling here, 
asked Eruch to write it down.” Eruch, and then Adi, repeated the vers 


“Kabir was 2 Perfect Master. All over India. people revere Him and 
love Him. He said this to His own Master. will give yunithe ae 
translation, Baba translated it this morning: 


"Nothing that I Eave belongs to me. 
All that I Lave belongs to You. 
What ull I lose if I surrender to You 
What belongs to You? 


Baba continued: “That is what I want to tell My lovers: your pains 
and your pleasures—leave them all to Me” 

The rain had begun; soon large hail stones were falling. Baba me 
tioned that we should try to leave the place early. A few did leave at 
this point. During the storm, Baba left His chair and got up, walke 
about restlessly. He stepped out on the verandah and we could watch 
Hiss fingers wibrate im the air. Then He sat down again. Presently, Ki 
came into say the TV men were at the airport. 

He then continued, telling us the TV men had come and had “broughi 
the ram with them.” Speaking of the meeting the next day, Baba sai 

“When you are here, | want you to keep alert. Try to remain 
and fresh. Don’t feel drowsy when you come tomorrow evening. Tomor 
row is an important day. Avail yourself of the opportunity I want 9 
give you all here in this barn 


‘NP RL RA a Me tee me 
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“T come down to your level to such an extent that I mix with you 
all . . . I appear to you to be gay, cheerful, playful. (But) you have no 
idea of My Divinity, of My all-pervading state . . . I have the greatest 
sense of humour, like Krishna. That sense of humour should not mislead 
you or make you forget Who I really am. Don’t mix Me up as one of 
you! It is possible only for the saints and those on the higher path, the 
teal saints of higher consciousness, to know Me a little. If you had just 
a glimpse of He, you would lose your body consciousness completely. 


“T am like a child, playful, free, and also like an old man. I am soft 
as butter and hard as steel—simultaneously. Only those who love Me sin- 
cerely, with all their hearts, can know Me a little. Mind can never know 
Me, mind can never touch Me. I am beyond that, beyond Mind.” 


This echoed a statement of Baba’s the previous day, “Tll walk with 
you, I'll talk with you, I'll play with you, but I want you to remember 
I am the Highest of the High.” 

Baba continued: “Here we are all sitting, Waiting patiently for the 


television people to come. For Me, all this is immaterial. I do not like 
being bound by programs or such, but I do get Myself bound because of 
your love. My lovers try to see that people in the world come to know 
of Me. They learn the truth that I bring with Me, and they try their best 
in one way or another . . . they have fixed this TV program; therefore I 
don’t mind even getting Myself bound, though I do not like to be bound. 
Of course, you all have to wait patiently with Me. There is no chance of 
leaving . . . Even if you feel thirsty, simply keep quiet about it . . . 


“T asked Don to be here in ten minutes. He said, “Yes, Baba, ten 
minutes.’ I think—not less than 30 minutes! Whenever I ask anyone here 
how long you will take to do this or that, you simply say, ‘Baba, just a 
minute Baba. Wait a minute and I'll be doing that! Just five minutes, 
Baba, and I will be coming!” And I know I have simply to multiply by 
five!” 


The Beloved was keeping us amused as we waited. 


“T had a center at Toka (India), 40 miles from Ahmednager. There 
Were many boys there in the Center. (There’s a book about it.)* A sepa- 
fate section was for the boys. The grown-up mandali were also there, 


| *Sobs and Throbs, by Ramjoo Abdullah. 
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and the women mandali, each in a separate secticn. It was a very big 
colony, about 500 people altogether. And I used to stay in the ‘big table.’ 
Some of you have seen the ‘table’ at Meherabad. There is a small cabin 
underneath the ‘table’ and at that time I used to live in it. For days to- 
gether I used to remain on fast, sometimes only on plain water, sometimes 
taking coffee. Of course, I was not in seclusion. At that time I would 
allow people to come near Me; they used to come just for My darshan, 
as we say in India, to see and to mect Me, to receive My blessings and 
love. I used to be very active, although remaining there in the cabin 
under the table. 


“Once it so happened a man came there—dressed in a yellow robe, 
with beads, a long rosary in his hand .. . a beard. In India you find many 


like that—hermits. We call them mahatmas, sadhus; the sign is a long } : 


beard, a long robe, a rosary, and a necklace of beads. He came to Me and 


said, ‘Baba, I surrender to You.’ As he approached Me, he prostrated him- — 
self and said, ‘All that I have, I surrender to You.’ I said, ‘All right, good!’ J] 


Then he left. 


“The next day he came again, with his wife and seven children! And 1 | 


he said, ‘Baba, here is all that I have. I surrender them to You!’ ” 


As we smiled at the story, Baba ended, “The poor fellow was starv- } 
ing. He couldn’t earn anything or feed his family. In India, the sign for } 
those who are on the spiritual Path is that they surrender tun, mun and J 


dhun—body, mind, and life. He knew that when one approaches a 
spiritually perfect Master, it is customary simply to say, ‘I surrender all,’ 
that is, body, mind and possessions. So I said, ‘‘All right. I am pleased.” 
And the next day, he brings all his possessions. 


“Now, who are the six persons who have not received prasad? In India, 
people receive prasad with great reverence, knowing that it’s a gift of 
God to man, a gift of love from God to man. Who can catch?” 


Again, the Beloved One was tossing out His sparks of grace, via the 
simple bit of fruit at hand. 


At last, the TV men arrived. They entered looking exhausted from 
their ordeal, but cheerfully set about at once with camera and Char- 


mian’s light bar, to photograph the group gathered about Baba in the — 
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barn. He tossed “prasad” at us, and I believe, repeated what He had just 
said about prasad—in His beautiful, flowing hand-gestures. 


It was more than 6 p.m. before we finished, and followed Baba down 
the wet wood road back to the main center, stepping rapidly through 
the large puddles. Baba, in a released mood, teased us all by stopping very 
suddenly so we all piled up against Him, then striding off at a terrific 
pace, and then as suddenly, stopping again and looking round at us play- 
fully and warning us that we must keep up with Him but never get ahead. 


A few behind-the-scenes incidents of this day illustrate Baba’s way of 
knowing all our thoughts and bringing them out. For example, Fred 
Winterfeldt had spent most of the day driving to and fro on errands, and 
had thus sorely missed Baba’s sabavas. He brought Baba’s car back to the 
Guest House around 6:30—when to his joy, Baba ordered him to chauffeur 
Him to His house. Fred, now happy in the company of the Master and 
proud to be driving Him, went confidently down the road following the 
white arrows. But suddenly he faced a dead end! Chagrinned, he turned 
to Baba and said, “Baba, the trees just grew in front of the car!” Baba 
chuckled audibly as Fred made a fast turn, and brought Baba to His gate. 


Ella Winterfeldt had a different experience, the same day. That morn- 
ing, Baba had given us all the order that we must all be at the barn with 
Him. But during the long lull waiting for the TV men, Ella had asked 
Kitty if she needed any help in the kitchen, and Kitty said she could make 
the tapioca pudding for Baba’s lunch. While she did so, however, she saw 
Baba’s face appear before her saying, “Come!” Feeling uneasy, she put the 
pudding in the ice box and ran across the lagoon to find everyone gone. 
She hurried down the road to the barn and at the very end found Baba 
and the group returning. Baba called her aside and asked her where she 
had been. When she explained, He said, “Now you stay behind Me and 
stay close,” and she walked right behind Him the rest of the way. But 
at noon as Baba passed her by, she still felt uneasy, and ran to Him crying, 
“Baba, I have disobeyed You!” He stretched out His arms, embraced her 
and looked deep into her eyes. It was an important lesson for her. 


It is not always easy to know how to be with Baba. As Kitty writes, 
“While Baba may say He wants all the group to stand by, to be called 
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at any moment, and also to be with Him as much as possible, still He 
may at times appoint duties to certain ones that take them away from 
Him for hours. As for example, two or three were given by Baba the 
daily duty to go to town with numerous errands for those staying at the 
Center, mostly without cars. (Although Mrs. Patterson’s nephew and his 
friend were behind-the-scenes heroes in keeping the Center supplied with 
all that was needed.) Can one be blamed for feeling put out at being 
away from Baba when one sees Him so seldom? 


“Later it came to Baba’s notice, as everything does in a most mysterious 
way, that such was the feeling. He called the group together and said, 
‘Don’t you want to do My work?’ Inwardly some may have felt, Is it 
really Baba’s work to go and choose films, materials, note paper, and so 
forth? Baba then looked their way, and what could be the answer, but, 
“Why of course, Baba, I want to do your work!’ Baba then enumerated the 
many who were kept away from Him with various tasks. Yet deep down 
He knows the cause of the mood and cannot help forgive when love for 
Him is the reason.” 


After a few private meetings to settle some confusions that arose about 
the TV film, Baba waved goodbye to all and retired as usual about sundown. 


Saturday, July 28 


After the early breakfast, we gathered around Baba as He seated 
Himself overlooking the sparkling lake. The TV men, who had stayed 
overnight to complete their work, were photographing an interview be- 
tween Ivy Duce and Baba. She asked Him the age-old query: 


“Why should misery perpetually exist on earth in spite of God’s in- 
finite love and mercy?” 


To which Baba replied in eloquent gestures, interpreted by Eruch at 
His side, ““The source of eternal bliss is the Self in all. The cause of per- 
petual misery is the‘selfishness of all. As long as satisfaction is derived 
through selfish pursuits, misery will always exist. 


“Only because of the infinite love and mercy of God can man learn 4 


to realize through the lessons of misery on earth that inherent in him is 
the source of infinite bliss and that all suffering is His labour of love to 
unveil His own infinite Self.” 
Mike Loftus played the tape back very fast to test it, saying, “It 
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sounds like someone eating celery,” and Baba joined in with our smiles. 


After a few private interviews, a short business meeting in the In- 
terview cabin was called regarding the Hospitality Fund. Baba also re- 
minded us that the NBC-TV film belonged entirely to the Dave Garro- 
way show for which it was scheduled and not to any of us. It was also 
to be shown only on a religious program. He then divided the balance left 
in the Fund three ways, between the Center-On-The-Lakes, the Sufism 
Re-Oriented Group and the Monday Night Group, for carrying on His 
work. 


He then called for copies of the Prayer of Repentance and the Chris- 
tian Prayer but none could be found, for the Center library had been dis- 
continued—-too many people borrowed Baba bocks without returning 
them. Baba was standing on the sandy path outside the cabin as Kitty 
dashed about trying to find a copy. I told her both Prayers were in the 
“Special Issue” of the Awakener and she thought Frank Eaton might have 
a copy in his belongings. We dug hastily through his.stored things in the 
storeroom and luckily found a copy which I gave to Baba. Possibly He 
wanted it read at the dedication ceremony. 


A few moments later He called the Winterfeldts and myself over to 
Him and told us He wished part of the money He had just given to the 
Monday Night Group to go to the Awakener, which was in difficult straits 
at the time, though no one of us had spoken to Him about it. So we con- 
tinue through His kindness and love! 


Around 8:30 a.m. we all trooped to the reception barn again for the 
dedication ceremonies. While the TV men ground their cameras, and many 
amateurs as well, Baba, spreading His hands in blessing, planted a small 
| pine tree to the west side of the barn. Adi shovelled earth over it and 
Don Stevens read a message. Mrs. Patterson, who had given the 500-acre 
Center to Baba for His spiritual work, stood near by. Little Julie Katz 
and some of the other children placed a fresh garland round Baba’s neck. 
A lovely photo was later taken as Baba rested under a tree. 
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For several days, Baba had teased us about going swimming, perhaps, 
' as Kitty had warned us, testing the pull of vacation pleasures against our 
love for Him. After a small meeting, Baba dismissed everyone and gave 
_ Bili some typing to do. She and others had previously decided to go swim- 


' ming but Bili went to the little secluded office cabin and typed for more 
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than an hour. When she reappeared, she was met by Meherji who said, 
“Where have you been? Why did you go swimming! Baba is perturbed, 
He was going to send a car to the beach for you! You better go to the 
Guest House and explain!”’ She met others of the mandali also looking 
for her. Dr. Nilu added, “Baba said, ‘if you don’t care enough about Me 
than to go swimming, then I will allow no one to go with Me to 
California.’ ” 


Naturally this had excited everyone,—except Bili, because she knew 
she had obeyed orders. “When I arrived at the Guest House,” she relates, 
“There was Baba looking amused, cool and unconcerned, seated on the 
sofa. Around Him were Margaret Craske, Kitty, Elizabeth and others. I 
could see Baba had known where I was all along. He made me sit down 
next to Him and we had a wonderful 15 minutes together, all of us.” 


At 2:30, the two buses drew up for our planned trip to Brookgreen 
Gardens, the beautiful sculpture gardens near by, and the former planta- 
tion of Aaron Burr. Baba and the mandali, with Kitty, left in a car 
chauffeured by Fred Winterfeldt. The second bus delayed to drop off the 
only non-Baba passenger and fell far behind. Baba then stopped His car 
and the first bus to wait for it. He got out and stretched His legs, then 
got in the front seat next to Fred. Fred, happy at being so close to His 
Master, began to sing and hum songs as one of the mandali in the back 
seat had been humming Indian bhajans. He began to sing a strange song 
about Krishna and His charioteer, making up words and music. Baba, 
gesturing for him to continue, swayed in time with his impromptu tune. 


After stopping once more to let the laggard bus catch up, we entered 
Brookgreen Gardens, and as usual, the rag-tag-and-bobtail procession fol- 
lowed behind Baba, who walked through the exquisite gardens at a rapid 
pace, between the stupendous moss-draped 300-year-old live oaks. In the 
main office, a woman sketched in the history of the gardens, adding that 
some Indians had visited it last week and said it was more beautiful than 
the Taj Mahal, a remark we greeted with a ripple of laughter. 


Baba then walked round the sculpture hall with its reflecting pool 
and out onto the lawn where two sedate, black-clad ministers gazed at 
this odd procession. For a second my funny-bone tickled me to go up to 
them and say, “Yes, here He is again, followed by the same crowd of 
nobodies who love Him!” 
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Baba sat down under a fruit tree in a secluded corner of the garden 
and we sat about Him on the grass. Noting Mrs. White was not among 
us, Baba sent Kitty to find her. She had felt too tired to follow us. 


Baba played with His fingers and asked Peter Thibodeau if he could 
do the same. Peter tried, not too successfully. Then He called on Tex 
Hightower, the dancer, who also tried to imitate Baba turning over His 
fingers, It recalled to mind how Baba used to spin His alphabet board on 
thumbs and forefingers and then hand it to someone to try to do the same. 


Baba looked almost reminiscent as He gazed at us scattered around 
Him on the thick verdant lawn. 


“This reminds Me of the past when Buddha sat under the tree,’ He 
gestured. “After Buddha had been fasting for so many weeks, an old 
woman helped Him by giving Him a rice pudding. Following His eating 
of that pudding, Buddha sat under the tree, where He attained His goal. 
As Babajan was to Me, so that old woman was to Buddha, for just as that 
old woman helped Buddha get super-consciousness, just so did Babajan 
give super-consciousness to Me.’’ 


Upon being asked the old woman’s name, Baba said that He did not 
recall it, it had not been recorded. 


Then Baba changed His mood. Referring to the important meeting 
He had announced for that evening (.aturday), He gave these instruc- 
tions: ‘I want you all to be in the barn between eight and eight-thirty to- 
night. Wash your hands and face and take off your sandals or shoes before 
you enter the hall. Sit on the floor of the barn, not on the chairs. Listen 
to the instructions I will give and do accordingly.” 


Eruch caused some amusement by saying that in India Baba gives 
them instructions to wash not only their hands‘ and face, but also their 
feet before they sit on the floor for meetings. Then as so often happens, 
Baba again zig-zagged our emotions from hilarity to seriousness, by remind- 
ing us, “I come down to your level, where I appear to be gay and happy 
mixing with you all and running about with you. At the same time, I 
am on a level with the members of every plane, although you only see 
My work here on this plane. With your gross eyes, you have only a limited 
view of Me working and dictating on this gross plane.” 


Baba then reached out His hands to Fred to help Him up but as He 
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rose He playfully fell with His full weight on Fred. He then stretched 
out a hand to John Bass, as if to shake hands with him, and then instead 
slapped him on the back. John had just returned from Baba’s errand—to 
get sodas for us all, but none were sold in the gardens. Baba then called 
Tex over and tried on the new sandals Tex had spent many hours in mak- 
ing for the Master. He had just been sanding them on the sidewalk to 
make them softer. Eruch fitted a sandal on one foot of Baba’s and Adi 
one on the other. Baba was pleased with them and promised Tex He would 
alternate in wearing the new sandals with His old ones. 


Se est bode eines OF had 


baereteit 


4 Boe aebnaninesd 


Swiftly we marched back to the waiting buses. Meanwhile, Kitty had 
asked Baba if He would like all the party—those from town as well—to ~ 
return to camp for supper as the meeting would be at 8. Baba said yes, — 
although Kitty added she wasn’t sure if there were food enough, so on the — 
return trip she asked Mrs. Delavigne to purchase extra provisions. Mean- — 
while John, overhearing only part of the conversation, about the food, — 
announced to the rest of the party that the invitation was cancelled. Of — 
course this upset Kitty when only the “regulars” turned up for supper, — 
as she knew Baba had wanted all to have supper together. Baba had said — 
He was very happy that afternoon with us at the gardens. 


Baba called a few of us into the interview cabin after supper, saying — 
He had some “happy news” for us. He had “engaged” Charmian Duce — 
and Jay Corrinet to be married, saying He knew “the past, the present — 
and the future,” and what was best. He said they should be married in 
September or October. The story of how Baba aided this romantic match 
is a charming one, with its beginnings in India when Charmian, then only 
18 years old, first met Baba and He promised to help her find the right 
one to marry. 


Another meeting, to settle some misunderstandings between the Sufi 
group and the Monday Night group (so-called because, in New York, — 
we always meet on Monday night), had been set for around 7. Baba sur- 
prised everyone by being there well ahead of time, and some of us, fol- 
lowing our own “stick to Baba”’ policy, were lucky to sit beside Him 
quietly as dusk sifted through the tall pines outside. Baba’s face, in the — 
half-light, glowed with that ethereal, divine beauty that remains for- 
ever etched on one’s heart. Every line, every shadow, every movement, — 
seem to proclaim and flame His divinity. He gestured to us silently: 
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| 
| “Even the rishis and munis, meditating for years in the Himalayas, 


_ longing for My darshan, do not have the chance you are having to be with 


\ Me. And here you are all getting it! So do not think of anything else but 
) Baba!” 


As those from town had not yet arrived, Baba decided “there was no 
time,” and postponed the meeting for the morrow at 9 a.m., when He 
said He would explain two points, Don’s question about the God-Re- 
alization of St. Francis of Assizi, and Dr. Hayman’s question. (?) He said 

| that in India there were over 100 groups with different languages, cus- 
“toms, religions, and living habits, but all joined in love for Him; and 
that tomorrow He would tell us how to work for Him together. He then 
_ told us to be alert and put all our heart into the meditation meeting in the 
_ barn, at which He wanted to give us a special outpouring of His love. As 
_ He was anxious to begin the meeting earlier, we followed behind Him 
' to the barn, where cach one removed his shoes, and washed his face and 
hands at the standpipe at the south end of the barn. Meanwhile Baba, 
_ deep in thought, walked back and forth around all four sides of the barn. 
A strange, unnatural stillness fell on everything. Even the crickets seemed 

_ to hush. As someone said, “He looked so beautiful, so far away, one was 


» quite conscious of some tremendous spiritual force at work. There was an 
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atmosphere of that peace that ‘passeth all understanding. 


Everyone as far as possible had been informed of the earlier start de- 
sired by Baba, but several from town arrived late and were asked to remain 
on the porch. Later, Baba always kindness, stopped and told them, that 
they had not missed anything by not being inside and He knew they were 


- not late. Others who could not be present had been asked to shut them- 


_ selves up in their rooms and share with all of us in this momentous occasion. 


After the meditation meeting was over, we and our flashlights trailed 


_ Baba through the pitch-dark woods. Once Baba stopped and stood close 


by a very tall pine, gripping it with His hands, while we waited quietly 
in the road. In the dim circle of light, His face looked drawn and full of 
suffering as if He had expended a terrific amount of energy. Then, He 
strode on again with such swift pace that we all had to run to keep up 
with Him, even the mandali. 


The evening ended with fireworks fitfully falling into the dark forest 
and lake, set off by Lud Dimpfl, Will Belote, Sparkie Lukes and Char- 
mian, from a boat out in the lake, while we crowded the shore. At first, 
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Baba stood with us, then I saw Him slip across the lagoon bridge and up|} 
the hill. I followed Him over the narrow path, and through the screen } 
of bushes, I saw Him standing in the headlights of the car talking briefly” 
for a few moments with Kitty and Elizabeth. Then He was gone. The } 


Sunday, July 29 


Early, after breakfast, we all followed Baba in His turquoise jacket} 
down the rustic road to the beach. Baba walked into the water barefooted! 
and threw a stone far out into the ocean. His fingers worked for a moment. 9} 
Then He sat down on the shore and began to cover His feet with sand. 
He built a sand face, poked eyes and mouth in it and told bystanders, 
“This is the original man!” Then He broke it up. Hf 

The mandali stood about near by while the rest of us began scouring: 
the beach for perfect shells, as Baba said He had promised to bring Meheraij 
seven shells. One by one, each of us brought back our treasures to Baba 
who accepted some, and rejected others, with a mock-serious frown, some-_ 
times asking a bystander whether a shell was worth considering. Many. 
kept the shells handled by the Master as “‘prasad.” Dana reports that aftei) 
Baba gave him a cat’s eye shell, He signalled, “This Ocean has a shore. ) 
am the Shoreless Ocean.” — 


Lud gathered the chosen shells in his shirt pocket and hat. Carrie totec 
others in my raincoat. Baba Himself went looking for shells and the first 
thing we knew He was holding a small plastic pipe, and we all smiled ax} 
this bit of ‘“‘magic.”” We walked behind Him on the sand, with the broa@) 
expanse of ocean glittering in the early morning sunlight, as happy ane 
carefree as children beside a beloved father. At the last moment, Frec: } 
Winterfeldt, who could not find a perfect shell and had told Baba “The 
perfect shell is not to be found. it is like spiritual perfection, it can only 
be found when we drop this shell of a body,” picked up a lovely doubli 
shell and gave it to Baba. Baba then solemnly broke it in half and gayi 
one-half to Ella and one-half to Fred. ; 


| 

Then we walked over to Alligator Lake, Baba beckoning Renee ter 
lead the way as promised. Baba jokingly told Harry Florsheim He saw siz | 
alligators, and Harry replied, “Now I believe it,” like Kalyan. Actually | 


28 


| 


there were no alligators in sight and Baba asked Elizabeth where they 
' were—and why the name? She replied they came up on the sand to lay 
| their eggs and it was not the season. 
| | We returned slowly behind Baba, who was holding the hand of a 
~ little boy on one side and his mother’s hand on the other. The bus from 
i town had just arrived—it was now 8 A.M.—and the others were crest- 
" fallen to learn they had missed the early morning walk with the Beloved. 
i Hilda de Long had placed a gardenia, one of the Master’s favorite flowers, 
“on His breakfast tray and now He wore it on His blue jacket. After pac- 
ing rapidly about for a few moments, He settled Himself on a wicker 
(chair under a pine tree and we all seated ourselves facing Him on the dark 
' brown tanbark, for the meetings on the “groups” that had been postponed 
from the night before. Baba, after reminding us He would step out of 
ih seclusion on February 15th, continued: 


' : “Last evening I told John Bass and others that in India there are many 
/) groups. Each has a group head, and all work for the love of Me. All love 
| Me. The group heads are responsible for the work the group does. In India, 
| in the different groups, there are different castes, different religions, those 
| of different economic status. There are Sikhs, Muslims, Hindus . . . but 
all love Baba. All want to work for Me and spread My message of love 
' and truth. Muslims work in their own localities to bring Muslims; Par- 
' sees and Christians do the same thing. Here I have been hearing for a 
» long time about the two groups in the U.S., but there has been some mis- 
8 


( 


understanding. What is the difficulty?” 


J John Bass, head of the Monday Night group, stood and said that at 
» times there is a tendency to unite or try to attract each other’s members. 
' Baba turned to Ivy Duce, head of the Sufism Re-Oriented Group, and 
| said, “Ivy, are you happy? How do you feel?’ As she nodded, He said, 
' “Fine. Are you ready for a nice fight? How do you feel!” 


: Laughter broke out, and John continued, saying he always emphasized 

) that those who had met Baba in 1952 did not need any “ism”—just to 

) read and study Baba’s own teachings. Ivy replied: “Since Baba Himself has 

_ designed and created a charter for Sufism Re-Oriented, it is silly to say, 
“no ism is necessary.’ Baba wants this ism.” 


Baba continued: “I want you all to bear in mind one thing. I now 
| emphasize one point which I emphasized in India also, when I called all 
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together at the Andhra meeting. I said that for Me, there is no need for 
Centers, for different places, nor different groups, with different heads 
or names. My center is the heart of every lover. Every lover with a heart 
that loves Baba is a center. The second point I would like to emphasize — 
is that whoever wants to work spreading My message of love and truth, 
absolutely needs a central office and groups of workers who can function 
from that central office. There is always a need for a group to have a- 
center. You can have many such centers. Myrtle Beach is such a center— ff 
and it stretches for many miles! 


Getccnanente cate ts 


“But there should be cooperation, harmony, and the group heads should 
not try to win over other members from one office to another. Why? What: 
for? When all work for Baba? There should be harmony, cooperation. Ivy 
once said to Me that if I ordered it, she would just dissolve the Sufi order 
and have nothing to do with it, but I said ‘no.’ On the contrary, I gave 
her a charter to hold meetings, have an office, conduct affairs—which she 
does. I am the greatest Sufi of the past, present and future. I have ordered) 
the Sufis to continue and I have also instructed John Bass to hold hi 
group meetings on Mondays, and told Dana Field that he can have his: 
own group to bring together as many new lovers as possible. : 


“There should be no competition. Each one, especially the group heads) 
should be an example to others—be humble as dust. One must become like 
dust to work for God. The ego should not be tickled about position anc 
office, and say, ‘I am a group head.’ Those that work under certain group 
heads should not leave them. Under certain circumstances, one may changw 
one’s group, because all are doing My work; but that does not mean every 
worker should have his hand ‘on both sides of the drum,’ as we say im 
India. It also does not mean that people of one group should not be om. 
harmonious terms with the other group... in fact, there should alway — 
be loving cooperation for My work. 


“Ivy loves Mé. She tells her Sufi group to love Me. John Bass tell” 
his group to love Me. Everything comes to Me. Everything is as if saiv } 
to Me. You should not gossip about each other; all should be friends, Witt 
you have written wonderful letters about John.” 


John said, “Especially since the book, God Speaks!’ at which w 
laughed, as John had sold a tremendous number of books. 


Ivy remonstrated: ‘“That’s unkind. Makes me sound like cupboard love! ' 
She went on: “It’s wrong to say that people should not come to Babe 
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through isms. You are welcome to choose your own path with your leader. 
But you should not go back and forth. All should join in any joint Baba 
project.” 


Meherji asked: ‘““What’s wrong with attending a meeting now and 


then?” 


Baba answered: “They can go. But it usually creates some misunder- 
standing. In your body, everything belongs to you. . . arms, hands, but 
however hard you try, you cannot strangle yourself with your own hands. 
You cannot do it. Don, you explain.” 


Don rose and said, ‘“Baba says, each of us has our own two hands, 


\) our own two arms. Have you ever felt your own hands would strangle 
» you? They may try but they cannot. They could only strangle another 
‘ _ person.” 


Baba continued: “John Bass is My left hand, Ivy is My right hand 
and all of you My throat! So how can these two hands throttle Me! Is it 
possible? Suppose there is a red ant, it’s possible the right hand might 


y slap the left hand in killing it... 


“What about Elizabeth? To what group does she belong? Yet she may 


ke loving Me even more than any group heads, or those working in cer- 
_ tain groups. There may be greater lovers of Baba than the group heads; 


that is not to be judged. Yet, someone who does not belong to any group, 
may be the greatest lover of all! 


“What I want is love, and to make others know about truth... 
what I say about truth and love for humanity. So naturally, you have 


_ groups and offices. Everything should be done in harmony. Each group 
‘should cooperate with each other. If someone belongs to the Sufis today, 


and wants to join John Bass’ group, he can do so, but if he then tells 
John his group is hopeless, useless, and goes back to the Sufis and condemns 
John’s group, the grace of My love is set aside. I don’t like backbiting, 
criticism, confusion, which creates misunderstanding and confusion . . . 


If you want to change groups, do it, but do not keep going back and 
forth.” 


Sam Cohen asked: ‘Suppose one feels that meditating by oneself is 


_ service? I like to visit the Monday group, but not all the time.” 


To which Baba replied: “I would like you all to belong to certain 
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groups. Why? Because you can cooperate and tell others about Me and 
share your thoughts. You learn much more than when you remain by 
yourself, When you listen, exchange thoughts, prayers, My Presence is 
there. Where there are five collected together, Parameshvar is there, I am_ 
there. If you afe talking of Me, having love for me, then there I am.. , 
is it all clear?” 


Pe 


Argus tne bies 


3 


A question on how we should conduct our meetings was brought up) 
by Bili, to which the Master replied: “Why be bound by My instructions? 
Be free!” ' 


Kitty suggested the groups should meet jointly once in a while dur-. 
ing the year. Ivy said that we did on Baba’s birthday, but others said that. 
wasn’t often enough. 


Again the Master spoke: “In India, at the meeting, all points will be 
cleared up to those who attend. I don’t want to tell anything about thie 
meeting. Nothing has ever happened like it before. Continue to work ay 
you are doing until that meeting. Everything will be cleared up then. 
want you all to continue as you have been doing, on the lines I gave oul) 
this morning, until the next meeting, when everything will be made clea: 
to you. Until then, continue to work. 


“If John Bass comes to know of some good news, it is his duty to tel! 
the others; the other group heads should know about it and vice vers 
Then all can love Me. I want to create the head and the heart in balance 


“Ben, what’s on your mind?” 


Dr. Hayman rose. ‘Baba, even if I were a great orator I doubt if | 
could find words to express our great privilege in being with You. Ow 
hearts are open books. You know the tremendous work done by Elizabet 
Patterson, Ivy Duce, Marion Florsheim to make this visit as comfortabi!! 
as possible in delightful surroundings. I’ve had the barest glimpse of thy 
vast, detailed work behind the scenes. It seems the least we can do is e 


express our appreciation by a rising vote of thanks!” 


Thereupon the whole group rose and clapped their hands. Baba adden! 
“Elizabeth, Kitty, Ivy, Marion, Norina ... these are My five fingers.” 


Angela Miller, a young girl from Florida, then played one of Baba 
favorite airs on her flute, Gounod’s Ave Maria, and others. Baba’s ey? | 
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took on a dreamy, faraway lock. He signalled for Doctor Kenmore to 
come over, and, as He had promised let the doctor feel His face. He took 
| the doctor’s two hands in His own and brought the heels of the palms 
_ down hard over His cheeks. Harry then freed his fingers so he could 
“palpate” the outlines of the divine Master’s features. 


Baba then called for Harold Rudd to play his tape recording of a 
poem he had composed, about the little Italian ice cream man who “looka 
like da Baba.” We all sat together in the screen veranda while Harold 
played his tape. Baba’s eyes were on Harold almost all the while. He 
"seemed to enjoy the recital and embraced Harold warmly at the end. Out- 
side, Mrs. Bahjejian also recited a poem to Him: “I will greet everyone/ 
1 Repeating Your Name incessantly/ Baba, Baba, Baba!” 


5 Will Belote then told Baba his joke about the little optimist and the 
little pessimist. Baba joined in the laughter. Those who were leaving the 
Center that day had a farewell embrace from the Master. Then Elizabeth 
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drove Him to the Guest House for His lunch. 


On the way over, Baba had the car stopped, and asked Adele, who was 
walking nearby, where was the pin for Mehera, and if any one had touched 
it. In New York, when Baba had told us it was Mehera whom “He loved 

most of all,” the women had asked Baba if we might send her a gift, and 
| He said yes. We had chosen a gold and pearl pin for her sari. Baba asked 
| Adele to show it to all that day, but none should touch it. Now she said 
that I had touched it inadvertantly, and Baba smiled, making a circle with 
| His thumb and forefinger. 


{\ We did not see Baba again that day; He said we were all free to pack 
) and get ready to leave. That evening I helped Kitty make sandwiches for 
| everyone’s lunch the next day, and thus I learned casually, that she was 
i) not returning to India with Baba as I had thought. 


Around four in the afternoon, Adi drove up to the kitchen and asked 
for Peter Thibodeau, saying Baba wanted Peter to play ping-pong with 
Him. Luckily, Peter was still on duty outside the kitchen, and he almost 
jumped out of his skin in eagerness. For, on the day we all had gone 
' through Baba’s house, Peter had noticed a ping-pong table outside the 
house, and asked Baba if He would play with him. Baba had replied He 
had no time. Now came his chance! After Baba had won every game, 
Peter ruefully asked when He would be coming back to Myrtle Beach, 
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H 
and the Master replied, by a gesture, “Don’t be sad! In two years.” Peter 
figures this will give him plenty of time to practice his game, and a ping- 
pong table can be seen in the garden of his home at Myrtle Beach. 


Monday, July 30 


Our last day at the Center. There was a flurry of last-minute change 
of plans and flight reservations—Enid Corfe and Anne Ginsberg decided! 
to continue with us to California. Baba requested that Harold Rudd returm 
home with his expectant wife. He also directed Carrie Ben Shamai to return) 
to Israel and do His work there. Those not going to Washington embraced 
Baba for the last time. Baba paid a last visit to His dear “Nur-Jehan,” 
Norina Matchabelli. Silently they gazed at each other, then the Master 
folded His disciple in a last embrace. He took out of His pocket a fine 
lawn handkerchief, folded it, and pressed it to His heart. He then put it 
in her pocket, saying, “Keep this under your pillow every night. I am 
with you always.” And the last face He saw on leaving the Center arounc’ 
10 A.M. was Norina standing at the screen door waving Him goodbye 
He responded with the gesture of a big circle. ] 


As we packed our few belongings and stripped our beds, we wonderer 
when we would return—and would it be with Baba? By 10:15 we wer» 
in the big bus—the little bus was lost. Baba’s car was driven on ahead tw 
Wilmington. While we were waiting to leave, Marion announced a mes: 
sage from Baba: “The Monday Night Group is not only the John Bas: 
group but also the Fredella group,” which tickled the ribs of some of ue 

- At the airport we found Baba seated on one of the wooden benches 
Our party milled about, weighing in luggage and catching a snack lunch’ 
but nevertheless with one eye almost constantly on our Companion, Hi 
ate a small bowl of food provided as usual by Kitty. Those who were leay 
ing for New York came up to say goodbye to Him, some moved to teat 
at the separation ahead. No one was to ask questions. 


As we sat or stood about singly or in groups, Baba walked freely amomn’ 


us, giving many His own form of silent communication—a look, a lovay 
pat, a gestured question. 
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At another moment, Baba joined in the general merriment when Fred 
Winterfeldt put on a striped tam plus Bili’s feather hat. He came and 
stood beside Fred and Dr. Hayman and beckoned to those with cameras 
to snap this amusing scene. 


At last it was time to leave. Our plane rose in the air as some of the 
" remaining ones raced out on the airfield after it, as if it were Baba’s divine 
kite itself! Again, we had perfect flying weather and the Beloved was in 
a happy mood in the midst of His lovers. We watched silently as Eruch 
brushed out Baba’s shoulder-length grey hair and then re-braided His 
little pigtail. The very same thought was in five minds, but Baba, with 
a twinkle in His eye, motioned Eruch to give the stray hairs from the brush 
‘to Mrs. White across the aisle. 


Later, He leaned back against the white pillow and closed His eyes. 
‘It was then that one could see the lines of suffering that reminded one 
of the Christ. Yet, a few moments later, He was smiling at us and gestur- 
ing “Are you happy?” Several times, He placed a blanket over His head 
for a few moments, perhaps for “work.” 


I doubt if our pilot ever understood it, but we were unaccountably 50 
minutes early, as we circled lazily over the Potomac and Mt. Vernon be- 
low. There was an unusual tail wind, also no mail calls; but that a crew 
of TV cameramen and reporters with police escort were awaiting oun 
arrival might have had something to do with it! The Master just slipped 
| out of their grasp. Indeed, the limousines hired for Him were not there 
/ either, and in regular cabs He was driven with some of the party, to the 
home of Ivy Duce. 

4 _ The remainder of us, at Baba’s suggestion, were to sightsee together 
for the next few hours—but, no movies! A special bus was chartered for 
y us, and leisurely we did the standard “tour” of Washington highlights, 
| only to find our driver, on learning we were a “spiritual group,” more in- 
| terested in giving us his views on religion than informing us of the sights. 
| We had to prod him to get out of the Arlington cemetery with its end- 
» less vistas of trees and tombs. As we passed a row of freshly-dug graves, 

I could not help thinking, “these too missed meeting Him’’—and was re- 

minded of the three greatest blessings, according to Vedanta—‘To have 
. a human body, to have longing for God, and to have a Perfect Master.” 


j We hurried our driver back to the airport and a TV set in a bar to 
catch the TV interview with Baba, to no avail. Not until much later 
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did we learn just how Baba had eluded the cameramen’s grasp by our 
early arrival. 


Meanwhile, on the lawn of Ivy Duce’s home at 3201 Woodland Drive, 
the Master was warmly greeted by a group of Washington Sufis. The’ 
walk was lined with white and with gold crysanthemums, the Sufi color. 
Baba, as is His custom, went all over the house, including the kitchen, 
where He greeted the servants preparing dinner. He liked the house very” 
much and queried Ivy, “Why do you move away from here?” Charmian: 
Duce showed Baba her wedding dress and He touched and blessed it. He: 
also chose a few rare shells from the collection Dorothea Foote had laid! 
out for Him, from her own, to take back to India together with our shell 
from Myrtle Beach. He retired to a smaller room to rest and a little later” 
to give private interviews. Almost 200 people came to take Baba’s dar- 
shan, including the Education Attache from the Indian Embassy. The 
Washington followers of Dr. Khanna, disciple of Sant Kirpal Singh, saw 
Baba separately, and received a message from Him. 


Several fine photographs were taken of Baba and the mandali in from 
of the fireplace. Baba was also interviewed by the press: The News, Thy 
Evening Star and the Washington Post. 


Afterwards, a delicious dinner was served to Baba, the mandali anv 
the group, about eighteen in all. Ivy had wished to invite all of us bu 
Baba had vetoed this as too much for her. Yet she spent, as she said, thy 
most hectic five hours of her life anyway—climaxed by Baba finding 
bone in His fish, about which He teased her! The rest of us meanwhill 
were circling Washington. Later, Baba told Dana Field: “While you wer 
riding around, I worked!” (through us). ti 


In the thronged, crowded Washington airport we waited for the Be 
loved to return. Suddenly an inexplicable thrill goes down your spine am 
you know He is there! Sure enough, around 9:30 we found Him, look: 
ing rather tired after such a strenuous day. We clustered around Hin» 
some of us sitting on our luggage, as He asked how we had spent thi 
hours of separation. He asked a few what they had had for dinner, anw 
when Beryl answered “‘pot roast,” it came out more like ‘“‘cock roach. 
and she had to repeat her menu, much to the Beloved’s amusement, fw 


Meherji and Joe Harb. 


Our plane left at 10:30. Christine Weiss appeared at the very lai 
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_ minute—from her plane from Myrtle Beach! Enid and Anne, too, were 
_ able to join us after spending the entire five hours struggling with reser- 


_ vations and luggage switches. We were about 60 in all as we got in the 


_ L.A. plane, Baba taking His seat in the tail of the plane, thus fooling 
_ those who had rushed to the front to be near Him! All night, while the 
_ rest of us dozed in semi-darkness, the little light above His seat remained on. 


We touched down at Dallas, Texas, and all of us got off the plane for 
a half-hour break, including Baba. He paced the air-strip several times, 


and then, apparently forbidden by the attendants to continue, re-boarded 


the plane. Kitty came back and asked the mandali if they would like any- 


thing to eat and they said no, and that Baba had not allowed any of them 


to sleep during the whole flight. Adi had difficulty keeping awake and 


' Baba teased him. Baba also said He was doing a lot of “work.” The 
_“Awakener” as usual, was active while the rest of mankind slept. 


To be concluded 


ENED. 


WHY? 


BABA said: “When the first Whim surged in God in the Beyond 
State, He felt the urge of ‘I want to know MYSELE.’ In this first desire 
was embodied the first binding which manifested into form, and in this 
Process the first urge abbreviated simply to ‘] want.’ 


“The soul has forgotten that the ‘want’ really is to know the self, and 


so through countless forms it continues to feel only that ‘I want.’ It is 
only in the last phases of the involution of consciousness that the perfected 


man remembers that actually he is God, Who had wanted to know Himself.” 


ROMS. 


The moon turns, the world dies; 
Some others stand where I have stood 
And watch the twilight turn 
And find the night deceives: 
They too will pass... 
—Eugene Aron Levitt 
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THE TIBETAN BOOK OF THE DEAD. W. Y. Evans-Wentz. 
Oxford University Press. 25s. 


THE THIRD EYE. T. Lobsang Rampa. Doubleday. $3.50. 
THE HUNGRY EYE. Raymond F. Piper. De Vorss & Co. $3.00 
MIRA East and West. 10 Connaught Rd., Poona, India. $2.00 year. 


BUILDERS OF BRIDGES ) 
| 
: 
) 


— 


Meher Baba once told a writer who asked how she could serve Him: 
to ‘‘be a builder of bridges’’—bridges of understanding between East ang 
West, between material and spiritual truths. The four works listed above 
fall into this class. 


Professor Evans-Wentz’ 3rd edition of the famed “Tibetan Book o: 
the Dead” has a new introduction by Carl Jung, the Swiss neychologil 
noted for his progressive studies of man’s Unconscious. Though Dr. Jun 
has not been able to accept reincarnation as the basis of the formation 07 
the Unconscious and its “arch types,” he is sympathetic to the Easter) 
view; and is specially impressed by the fact that the Easterner accept 
and prepares for death in a rational, intelligent way, in contrast to t 
Western efforts to keep the soul in the body after its karmic hour. Cer 
tainly this ancient document, still in use, is worthy of study, as it beat 
out Baba’s teaching that the soul, in the “Bardo” or after-death stat 
experiences the end-effects of its own sanskaras and an imbalance of int 
pressions drives it into rebirth, That ene can voluntarily refrain from re 
birth and become liberated seems doubtful in the light of Baba’s teacll 
ing that Realization is attained only through the grace of a Perfect Master, 


In the book ‘The Third Eye” a Tibetan monk writes of his exper 
ences in a lamasery in the Himalayas. So much nonsense has been write 
about “Tibetan Masters” it is refreshing to read such a factual account 
At only 7 years of age Lama Lobsang underwent a delicate operation © 
his third eye, enabling him to see auras and read the thoughts of othe» 
Other severe occult training was given the boy, an advanced soul fro 
previous lives. Fascinating though it is, this autobiography points up | 
vast difference in spiritual training given by adepts and by a Perfor 
Master such as Baba, who radiates divine love and stresses love and servivi 
above occult experiences; and who usually takes His close disciples alow 
the Path under a “veil” until final Realization. Incidentally Lama Lobsan wy 
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own translations of “The Book of the Dead” are most poetic and we hope 
he will someday do the whole text. 


In “The Cosmic Eye” Dr. Piper pursues a lifetime hobby of collecting 
and interpreting what he calls “Cosmic Art”... art painted during, or 
which attempts to describe, experiences of higher consciousness. Dr. Piper, 
~ (who has also made a fine movie of many locales of former Avatars), has 
personally collected many hundreds of photos and examples of this type 
of art; and in this prelude to a larger work, attempts to categorize the 
“various aspects of its creation and appreciation. It should surprise none of 
us that there is a tremendous upsurge in religious painting, knowing this 
vis the beginning of a new cycle in man’s evolutionary development and 
"awareness. An aesthetics worthy of the new experiences, however, has yet 
to be written—preferably by a genius who fuses his own higher experi- 
sence with the necessary intellectual insights. We feel that Dr. Piper is a 
Hlittle too hard on modern abstract art, which has advanced artistic think- 
ing so tremendously. 

Our sister publication “MIRA East & West” is an excellent, well-illus- 
trated magazine devoted to spiritual themes. It is largely the work of 
| Baba’s beloved “Dada,” T. S$. Vaswani, who founded the progressive St. 
| Mira’s High School, named after the Indian poetess and mystic, Sant 
| Mira, devotee of Lord Krishna. The same quality of bhakti radiates from 
/MIRA and is refreshing to Western readers. We wish MIRA continued 
|>uccess—and of course—more articles about our beloved ‘“Babaji”! 


a 
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‘SHORT SHORT STORY related by Baba in Nasik, May 5th, 1937 


The Master asked His disciple to give Him a knock at 5 a.m. The disciple 
kept awake all night until 4:55 a.m. Then he went to sleep until 5:05 a.m. 


Meanwhile the milkman who used to come every day at § a.m. arrived 
‘at his usual time, knocked at the door, and the Master said, ‘““Open!”? And 
‘the Universe was opened to the milkman. 
4 


j But this was ordained—not just chance. Realization is never a matter of 
i chance. It is so big. It is all chalked out—all planned beforehand. 
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An Important ANNOUNCEMENT to All Our Readers 


POINT No. 1: This Issue, No. 4, ends Volume IV, and therefore it is 
time for most of you to send in your new subscription for next year. . 
We hope you will do so promptly - -TODAY 


Because otherwise we have to spend our precious Awakener pennies to 
send you a reminder slip . . . pennies we could use to give you more Baba 
pages... more Baba pictures! Please help us to help you! 


POINT No. 2: If you do act promptly—you'll be the lucky recipient 
of Baba’s beautiful new 64-page book of messages entitled “LIFE AT 1 
BEST,” bound in turquoise hard covers, edited by Ivy Duce. 


These are the special messages given out by Baba on His 1956 Round) 
the-World Tour. Many were never read out and are therefore brand new ti 
all. All of them have never been published before (they are not the talke 
transcribed from the tapes, printed in ‘“The Journey of The Heart”). 


This book of messages will then take the place of our Awakener Issue 
Volume V, No. 1, Winter, 1957. Our next regular Awakener Issue wi 
then be Spring, 1958, out in February. We are glad to offer you this $1.0) 
book in place of our 75c issue. It also helps our Awakener staff get out th 
Spring Issue conveniently, because we are all going to Baba’s Indian Sahavay 
in February, if Beloved ‘‘Babaji’ so wills. 


To Subscribers Only 
BUT—our offer is limited, and will be on a first-come basis! So plea 
mail in your subscription renewal now. Our subscription rate is $3.25 a yen 
for 4 issues. Make your check or Money Order payable to: 
Fred Winterfeldt, Treasyrer 
The Awakener Magazine 
215 East 66th Street 
New York 21, N.Y. 


If you wish to help the work the Awakener is doing for the Master ar’ 
His message of Love and Truth, we will welcome any donation you care | 
make. .. . Every little bit helps, from $1.00 up! But please mark on you 
check or money order how much donation you are making in addition | 
your $3.25 subscription. Thanking you in Baba’s Love, 


THE Epirors 
40 


woisuTYyse A, ‘sorpnig aseyD @) 
NINE rel pue 


Ipy ‘vavg 


“‘yonaq ‘tWaayay 


a Sa A ct a Vedra hich 


